JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
nothing to learn from the Grand Boulevard.    In fact a great
scene like a capital.
Dominion Hotel, Avignon, Wednesday, March xotk.
To-day for the first time I knew what the mistral can be. It
blew strongly, a harsh, cold-warm, dry wind that dries you
up and discomforts the skin. Also the town is full of dust.
I thought of a longish article on hotels this morning, and I
wrote 1,000 words of it before dinner, upset though I was by
the mistral. I think it must be the mistral which unfavour-
ably affects the temper and manner of employees here. The
mistral is agacant.
We drove in clouds of dust to the Cathedral. Closed, but
the post-card seller took us by a side door. It is a very re-
markable piece of architecture, and not much like anything
else. Then we saw the * point of view'. Fine. It disclosed
the strange interest of all the district around about. A dis-
trict for centuries ' not France '. ' France lies over there.'
After lunch and siesta I went alone to the Palace des Papes.
There are four visits a day, the last at 3.30. The Palais has little
or no aesthetic interest. Its interest is archaeological and social.
Only one open staircase. All the many others, together with
endless narrow corridors, are cut in the thick walls (8 or 10 ft.
thick), as it were secretly. And everywhere are little holes,
through which everyone could be spied on by somebody else.
An impression unpleasant, mean, and particularly mediseval.
Hdtel Bristol, Paris, Wednesday, March ijth.
We drove to Andr6 Maurois's house at Neuilly. Nice ground-
floor flat with garden and two children (boys 4 and 5); the
daughter aged 12 had gone to her cours. Portrait of the
dead mother on table in drawing-room. She was beautiful.
Something tragic about this. Maurois, slim, slight, Jewish;
charming; with an open mind; interested, admirably urbane.
Agreeable talking. It was all very nice. We left at 3.50, and
Maurois drove us to the Faubourg St. Honore* in his car. I
dozed. At 6,30 I went out to sample the Champs Elys6es in
the half light, and began to like Paris again. Dined at the
hotel. Good. Then to Th<&tre Femina. Crowded. Heated.
People came in half an hour late, noisily. Play began 17 minutes
late. Ended 11.45. The first act terribly Bernsteinish and old-
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